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Some of you all already asking about this book. I can’t help that. 


You might say, “Hey! Heres a book!”’. 

Well Madam or sir, yep. 

TITS is the destination of a two, maybe 16 year journey by re- 
nowed and poli77Tically 


displaced author GKG 
no it’s not a printer error, give me a break, uhhuh, okay fine, PII fix 
it in tha morn. 


Of course by this point your’e wondering,,, “which of my favorite 
actors is in this book?” safd;jka;flkj 

The answer if irrevocably, “no”. 

Or Justin Case you were wandering, “, none of them” 


So the fact of the matter comes quite right down to what’s in it for 
me? Well I wrote it I should know but the fact remains that it isn’t. 
nope, sorry. I’ve already said enough to yourself for you to 

“no”. \\\\\ 


Newayz... 


Pll just leave it up to broken leader 
Agamemnon 0101010011 to do the reast 


ound in the Kidalpha archives, exerpted from 
memo regarding cancelled GKG publication: 
TITS 


Sagth! Hark at the prune! Just missing the mark! for the 2006 
holiday rush comes the marzipan of fiction by marginalized author 
GKG, TITS. This novel picks up where 'Sup left off with Doctor 
Science (Good Morning Hibbert, op. ed.) on the seige of his most 
historically important discovery since his 1967 hit "Most Tender 
Strip". Tits finally resolves the musical plot/conflict raised in the 
very first chapter of It's Curtains, the last title in the trilogy. The 
conflict, which GKG has scarcely worked to develop or resolve, is 
a quest to find a cure for the E.B.B.V.. Though a topic barely 
naked, it has bane danced arownd and never rudely dissolved, 
leaving many readers enraged and in-genuine. Higby non treats 
third boundary exceptions as such with the application of Zwilon's 
Law of General Linux (Twain, 16-58). Genuine Alaskan Crab 
Magazine reviews, "The mastery of terror, and supsense returns. 
Turn out the lights, get your ghost!". Revered fiction critic Ebert 
Ebert, goes "Comprising a paltry twenty fourthousand pages, and a 
sumptry 12 chapters, TITS really moistens your thighs). When 
reached for comment, GKG had to get a stool, because the cabinet 
was up too high. There was a cold steely glaze over his eyes, and a 
rugged smile made all the more threatening by the fact that GKG 
had lost both eyes racing the Americas Cup singlehandedly in 
seventy too. His lips slowly parted and after the steam had cleared 
GKG said through clenched teeth and a menacing grimace that his 
book would be out by X-mas times. Here's Hoping! 


Dedicated to my most beloved, and most valuable girlfriend, Ecstacy Utopia J ones 


- Lucas Bangwatters, 1995 — Present 
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Fig. 2 This graph demonstrates General Linux's Third Boundary exceptions 
with applications to Higby Non. 


6.) PREFACE 


Inference of font standards for procedures in translation protocol for GKG’s TITS 


Recently there has been a rather bucolic hub-bub in the Skeleton 
House branch of general formatting and instances. With almost no input 
from numbers, and literally no output as such, heated arguments reach a 
stand-still right from the get-a-ghost. This “ghetto-ghost” phenomenon has 
plagued the minds of the formatting employees-s-s-s right from the get-go. 
One researcher quote, “No way” as the other rebukes “out of the question”’. 
This conflict raises another dilemma from colleagues as to “what happened 
to my sandwich” and “what is the question”. The question, as it is such, 
refrains from standard practices and rebukes the yoke, replying “What font 
best?”. Head researcher regards, “The default is Times, why not stick to 
it?”. Which is often readily approached from the north by “For sooth”. 
“Who’s knows?” is the detailed response by author GKG. When it comes to 
asking the Big Man, it is helpful to keep in mind what he says goes, and 
what he yelps stays. It’s very elegant in it’s delivery, and would not expect 
you to understand. 

For the purposes of cutting wages and undermining the bottom line, 
GKG has made a rather forceful push for his employees to stick to 
maximalist theory proposed by world-undercover critic Castlevania Jones 
in 1941. Castevania Jones has reportedly been under said covers for nearly 
two weeks and is wondering when he might get up to use the bathroom. He 
reports, ““My robe is probably in there, rather than where I left it”. After that 
he warily eyes his maid, and barely dyes his ale. Such lengthy explanations 
are abhorred by teachers of the English Language, spurring comments like 
“get to the point,” or “run-on-sentence”’. 

The theory proposed by Castlevania Jones is a triumph of 
underutilizing resources through erratic font changes, as well as 
malproportioned formatting. He believes this yields the best responses for 
money-guzzling publishing houses like Skeleton H ’. This is good news for 
GKG, and bad news for his editors, which is him, because it means no 
Christmas Bonus and further “out of the questions” from his mom, who he 
doesn’t have to listen to if he doesn’t want. 

Long-winded and without merit, this preface goes on to explain how 
the formatting choices of choice editors living long-and-strong can have a 
profound impact on the quantum functionings of the ferro-phosphorous 


structure upon which all great writing performs. The explanations are 
wordy and toothy and merit critiques like “I like this line, very intriguing, 
what else can you do with this character” as well as “nice transition’. For 
the benefit of time and late, the section has been cut short. And now, put on 
your cut-off jean shorts, and read on into this 30 page epic tome, TITS. 


7.) Avoid the Chuck 
(a.k.a. The Short Cut) 


I was quietly minding my own business in the back of Rutger's, 

Placing the pots on the stew and the heat on the rye, 

When I recieved word that the Rutger's theme song had entered the joint. 
The Rutger's Theme song was a large man, sporting a defined mustache, 
and a well groomed face. 

Therefore finding a proper seating table for the man would be no easy task. 
The manager walked in and demanded that I find a seat for the dude. 

The house was crammed, and the restaraunt was stacked. 

I beganed to panic, I was going to be fired on my first day of work here? 

I escorted Mr. Themesong to our finest table in the peak of the twelfth 
tower. 

He was wearing a detailed sports coat and spouting a fine jeweled 
watchpiece. 

"What's Up chuck?" I asked. 

and then I woke up, somehow I had fallen asleep in a time-bomb, and it was 
about to blow..... 


9.) Gramps 


I knew an old man, he was my grandfather. 
Most people's Gpa's live by the sea, or in the mountains, or in the 'burbs. 

But my grandfather wasn't your grandfather. 
My grandpa lived in a volcano. 

My grandfather was a whimsical man. Kindly and keeping mostly to 
himself. He had an eccentric garden of windchimes and exotic birds. 

Grandfather was also an inventor, fueling his machines with energy 
he harvested from the smashing of rocks. 

The small town he lived in, was built around the volcano: Tookoo 
Tookoo Shimi Shimi (means Big Volcano). 

Most of the townsfolk lived in fear of the volcano. But my grandpa 
wasn't your grandpa. 

Every morning grandpa would get up, 
take a shower, and smash up wood for the winter. 

Then he'd have a hearty breakfast and don his mountain boots. He'd 
walk out the front door and start running as fast as he could. 

Around five o'clock he'd return a little bit older and a little bit more 
unshaven. 

Most of the townsfolk were afraid of granddad. They'd critisize him 
for his odd habits. 
Most of them called him "stupid" and "idiot". 

When Grandfather went to the town butcher 
to buy some meat, the butcher gave grandpa an angry look. 

When Grandfather went to the town's clock maker the clock man 
gave grandpa the times. 

When Grandfather went to the town slicer 
the slicer gave grandpa some meat. 

Most of the townsfolk were normal people. 
They worshipped the volcano for the rocks it gave them, so that they could 
live. They abided the volcano, for it's complacency. They were humble in 
the presence of the volcano because they lived in fear of it. 

This is the reason they hated my grandfather. 
They accused granddaddy of provoking the volcano. 


They would call secret meetings during which they would discuss the 
problem. There were heated rallies 
with mothers crying out in distress for the safety of their children, and 
concerned citizens uneasy about their security and lives. 

You see, my grandfather would visit the volcano every day, and the 
townsfolk saw this as provocation. 

Grandfather would tell me late at night, 
after my parents had passed out, that the volcano was magical. Grandfather 
told me that if you wished hard enough the volcano would erupt one day. 

Grandfather believed that one day the volcano would erupt and 
shower the town with golden coins. Like a torrent of magical glimmering 
rain money would fall from the sky making those townsfolk the richest in 
the world. 

Grandpa would run to the base of the volcano every morning hoping 
that he would return 
with fantastic riches. 

He said that the volcano imbued him 
with a strong spiritual presence and a vitality unmatched in a man of his age 

He was convinced that the volcano was in tune to his wishes and that 
one day would return the devotion and faithfulness he gave it with a large 
lump-sum. 

On my seventh birthday I recieved a small package from grandpa-pa. 
In it was a shimmering golden coin, with a small folded up piece of paper 
underneath. 
Written on it were the words: 


"Don't read until later tonight!" 


After the screaming from my parents bedroom had stopped and the 
moon hung in the starlit sky, I unfolded the paper and read: 


"come to my room" 
So I walked into grandpa's room 
and saw his silhouette staring out of the window 
"Edith," he said "In my 90 years on this island I have visited that 
volcano every single day. 


Every morning I run out to the volcano with an open and grateful heart. You 
might say that the volcano is my de'tre vida. And yet, I feel like I cannot 
offer the volcano enough. It is my life force and I would have died many 
many decades ago if it weren't for the inspiration I recieve from its 
magnificence. 

This morning I found the gold coin you hold in your hand buried 
beneath a small patch of grass growing on the barren mountain. I believe 
that tommorow is the day we shall see the volcano explode. 

Boy, you must believe with me! You shall stay here tommorow after I 
leave for the volcano. But I shall return to you a rich man!" 

The next morning, I was at the table 
cramming down ‘Charms when my parents entered the room. 

"Where's Grandpa, jerk?!" they asked. 

I told them what he had told me, 
and then dad starting yelling. 

So then I left the house to look up and the mountain. 

I'll never forget what I saw. 

Smoke was billowing from the volcano, 
and I could hear a commotion brewing in the town. 

There was a powerful earthquake that shook the house and rattled the 
wind chimes also the birds were mad 

This was it, (I thought) I would finally be able to get that Xbox360 
that I wanted. 

I went to pull the gold coin out of my pocket but it had vanished! 

I looked towards the mountain. 

"Grandpa was right!" I thought. 

Then, from the distance, I could see a silouette rushing up the hill. It 
started to yell and I could tell it was the town silencer. As he drew closer I 
could hear what he was yelling: 

"That volcano is about to erupt! Everybody has to leave the island!!" 

So my mom and dad grabbed what they could and we all runned 
down to the docks. We got on the boats and looked towards the mountain. 

I tried to tell them that we should stay 
but noone would listen to me. 

But looking towards the mountain with their hands shading their eyes 
they said: 


"That idiot!" or "What an idiot that guy was!" 

As the boats were untied and started to drift out towards the horizon, I 
looked towards the volcano 
and saw the lava pouring down the mountain, destroying everything in it's 
path and setting the forest on fire. 

I saw our small hut bursting into flames 
and being swept away by the liquid mantle rushing into it. 

But when I looked really hard at the base of the mountain, I could 
almost see a ghostlike figure of my beloved grandfather winking at me. 

With a cane of solid silver, and a brilliant, row of gold teeth smiling 
back at me. 

"What a jerk." said the town's silencer. 

But I knew that Gpa was the richest man in the world. 


"for granps and his agile nature" 


10.) Baron Von Arcade Game 


My name, Baron von Arcade Game. 

I am an officer in the Royal Navy. 

I haved returned from the war a hero. 

When I returned home to my native Sussex, 

I was given a parade, 

and the weary folk I knew before I left, 

all came out to cheer and welcome me. 

There was confetti, and champagne, 

and explosions in the streets. 

I remember being in the taverns, 

and having round after round of congratulatory songs sung to me. 
I'll never forget that night with the misses either. 

It has been several months since then, 

I sit in my armchair by the fire as the wireless broad-cast, 

of old classical music, 

dies down and ends. 

My eyes move across the room to the picture of me in my plane. 
There are bullets in the picture, and you can see my goggled face, 
wringing in concentration, 

a silk scarf waving behind my neck. 

I remember single handedly destroying the entire Japanese Air Fleet. 
Glossing over with memories, 

my eyes unfocus, 

and I drift into a state of recollection. 

As the misses de-robes to prepare for bed, 

I remember the battle. 

This is my story. 


My role in the war was that of the fighter pilot. 

I am responsible for over 1,000 downed enemy planes, 
and have achieved the rank "Super Ace". 

My fighter was a P-38 Fire Grouse. 

The year was 1942, 


but for the past few years I had been fighting in the skies over Europe. 
I fought valiantly in several famous air battles, 

including Battle Lunchcode and Operation Landingstip. 

I had gained respect amongst my fellow pilots, 

who gave me the nickname "Hell's Punchingbag". 

I remember the day that I was called to help the Americans. 

We were all sitting around talking about the previous battle, 

drinking coffee and arm-wrestling the monkeys, 

when the intercom started talking. 

Most of the men were shocked to hear, 

that the United States had been attacked by Japan. 

We listened to the details of the attack, 

and following the briefing, several names were called out, 

and asked to report to the generals quarters to be briefed. 

We walked to the office of the general. 

Once inside we were told that we had been selected to aid the allies, 

in their struggle against the Japanese in the Asian Theatre. 

We were given special instructions and guns that were walkie-talkies. 
The monkeys were sad to see us go, and it was an emotional goodby. 
After a few days to prepare, we were flown to a naval base in California. 
There wasn't much time to explore the strange American culture, 

as the aircraft carrier we were to be on was departing the next day. 

We were able to pilot the same type of aircraft we used in the European 
Theatre which was good as we wouldn't have to learn how to pilot the new 
planes. 

As the ship chugged out to sea, 

most of the men were restless. 

Americans had never flown planes before so many of them were scared. 
We tried to pass the time by arm-wrestling each other, 

or playing cards, but nothing worked. 

Nobody slept for those 4 days going out to sea, 

we were trying to prepare for the battle, 

where we wouldn't be allowed to sleep. 

We awoke on the day of the battle to a blood red sky. 

There was a hearty breakfast of oatmeal and pepper. 

And then it was time to get in the Jet fighters and fly into battle. 


I looked at Ted and said to him good luck. 

I patted an American pilot on the shoulder and said good luck to him too. 
I unfolded a picture of my wife and daughter and put in in my helmet, 
where I would be able to see it during the battle. 

The planes took off and we flue out into the wild blue yonder. 

32 levels until Tokyo I thought. 

It wasn't going to be easy mode. 

We first picked up the enemies on radar. 

They were closing in on us fast in huge numbers. 

I looked out of my window at the rest of the squadron, 

we were all flying high and seemed to be fairly confident. 

I set my plane to "machine guns" and tilted the joystick down a little. 
I tightened my finger around the trigger, 

and the front of the plane erupted in sound and fire. 

Bullets came flying out of the plane and took out three enemy fighters. 
I looked to my side and saw a wingman hit. 

His plane burst into flames and fell into the ocean. 

I fired again, taking out an enemy and exploding a power up. 

Two more of my ships were hit and fell. 

I noticed one of the pilots was able to eject first, 

but I knew that there was nothing but ocean down there. 

I saw a helmet coming straight for my plane. 

Luckily my plane was equipped with "loop-de-loop", 

so I pressed that and was in the safe. 

Then I shot him down with my machine guns. 

Ted was hailing me on my radio, so I listened. 

Apparently he had been hit and was going down. 

He wanted me to tell his wife how much he loved her, 

and to take care of his grandchildren for her. 

I said I would, then I said goodbye to Ted. 

Only I and two other American pilots were left flying. 

There was a missle heading straight towards one of them, 

and I saw the plane's pieces flying everywhere after it was struck. 

It was horrifying, I radioed the other pilot, 

asking him if he knew what we should do. 

He didn't know, 


so we decided that we'd just take out as much of the enemy force we could. 
I was able to destroy another 3 fighters flying in tight formation, 
and I saw my wingman take out a cargo plane, 

delivering supplies to the other planes. 

There was a fuel supply plane so I targeted that. 

When I destroyed it, it exploded taking out 3 other jets. 

Then I shot down another couple of planes. 

The wingman was getting dangerously close to the enemies. 

He was doing a good job of taking them out, 

I knew he wouldn't last if he got too close. 

I tried to tell him to slow down, and to re-form close to me, 

but he was foolish and over-zealous. 

A bogey flew behind him and started firing. 

The American pilot was unaware so I radioed him and told him to be 
careful. 

He started to evade, but the bogey was closing in. 

I did the best I could to maneuver behind my fellow pilot, 

but it was too late. 

The japanese plane opened up its machine gun fire, 

and sent the American in a ball of fire into the ocean. 

This was it, I thought. 

I'm all alone, it's up to me to finish what has been started. 

I spotted a formation of red enemy planes and took them out. 

The power up I got was for double machine guns. 

I just kept firing, clearing the skies of enemies for a long time. 
The plane was holding up well, and flying high. 

It seemed like a very long time, 

but finally the battle of Midway was over. 

I landed on the aircraft carrier awaiting me at the end of the level, 
I refueled and was re-armed and flew off into the skies above Attu. 
It continued like this for a while. 

I flew over Rabaul, Leyte, and Saipan. 

While over Iwo Jima, I started to get cocky. 

I was doing barrel rolls and just holding down the trigger. 

At that point I looked at my fuel reserves, 

and noticed they were getting low. 


To make matters worse an ominous plane was approaching on the horizon. 
As it got closer I saw it was a Japanese Mother Bomber Ayako coming my 
way. 

Terrified, 

I ceased firing and tried to think of a way out of the situation. 

I knew that after I defeated the mother bomber, 

there would be an aircraft carrier on which I could refuel. 

As the ship got even nearer I came to a horrible realization. 

I looked at the colors and markings of the plane I knew, 

this was the pilot "General High Score" 

My squadron mates and I would often joke about this man's record. 

It was hard to believe that he had really shot down ten billion planes, 

but the blood on his wings that I saw convinced me it must be true. 
Quietly, I flew up even higher into the air. 

I was hoping to pull off a bold and unorthodox manuever. 

I approached the enemy, 

and dove from above the clouds, machine guns blaring. 

The enemy plane was surprised, I saw it's eyes dart straight up at me. 
Then it smiled. 

It started shooting straight up and I became afraid. 

I had to dodge between it's bullets, 

and flying straight down as I was I would be unable to do a "loop-de-loop". 
Then I looked down at the picture of my family in my helmet. 

I became determined and fired my machine guns harder than ever. 

The shark facial expression on the plane exploded in confusion, 

and then fear, right before the bomber exploded, earning me bonus points. 
Relieved, I landed on the aircraft carrier, 

all remaining enemy aircraft exploding. 

I was briefed there, 

and the Admiral explained that I would not have to fly over Okinawa, 

as it had been recently elimated by ground troops. 

I was to fly directly to Tokyo, 

and perform several bombing runs of Japanese airfields. 

I duly accepted and once again took off. 

It was again night, and the skies seemed quiet. 

They must not have expected any enemy to make it this far. 


I saw the Enola Gay flying nearby and, smiling, gave them a thumbs up. 
They looked sad and wouldn't return the thumbs. 

They were not headed to Tokyo. 

We flew apart and I became determined. 

I was correct about Tokyo being unsuspecting of enemy threats, 
for as I repeatedly bombed out their airstrips and hangars, 
there was little resistance. 

I took out a few enemy formations in the sky, 

earning extra "loop-de-loops", 

but really there was almost no dogfighting. 

After crippling the Japanese navy, 

and completely erradicating their Air-force, 

I returned to the aircraft carrier where I was de-briefed, 
and then had the previous mission explained to me, 

and rewarded with a hearty dinner of oatmeal and pepper. 
The next few weeks seemed surreal to me. 

It was hard for me to imagine what I had done. 

The feat was so grand even I sometimes doubted it. 
When my ship finally pulled back into a California port, 
a general from my navy was there to greet me, 

and arrange for my transportation home. 


You already know what happened once I got there. 
Things have been relatively calm since then. 

I now enjoy a beefy military pension, 

and the comfort of my family life. 

I visited Ted's old shack, 

and told his aging widow what had happened. 

Truly that was the hardest thing I'd ever have to do. 

Not even fighting the Ayako could have prepared me for that. 
She seemed to take it well, 

but people know that her life will never be the same. 
She now has to raise her grandchildren on her own, 
though I will occasionaly help out by raising one or two. 
Other than that, I spend most of my days like this, 
recounting the events of the war. 


Though it has been a laborious process, 

I have finally written my story before my days are up. 

Being an old man now I hope that people will be able to hear, 

for many many more years, 

the story of how Baron von Arcade Game destroyed Japan and saved 
America. 


11.) Vault Island 


how long have it been? days, weeks, years? no no, it couldn't have been 
that long... the marks i put on the hard cave walls each day tell me ive been 
here for years, but who knows just how long? The days are seemingly 
forever. I toil in my fields everyday harvesting my makeshift crops with the 
hot sun boiling my bones. Sweat pours out of me like water pouring off of a 
sharp, pointy breast. My beard becomes more and more haggard as the days 
tick by. The native nudes call me tookoo-tookoo shimi-shimi, which in their 
language means "large bearded man". As I look to the ocean I cry out in 
agonizing tears remembering that wondrous elixir. Could it really have been 
so long w/o vault? In my dreams I see a drop trickle down a long pointy 
breast, yet right before it reaches my parched lips, it turns to sand and I 
awake. Yes, like Tantalus, that poor wretched soul, I am forever tempted by 
that dream. But the porpoise of this exposition is to provide background for 
the tale I am about to retell: 

I had been on this island for about a month, judging by the mysterious 
marks that kept appearing on the cold, hard cave walls. I was starving 
because my make-shift crops kept vanishing in the night. I had decided for 
some reason to take my usual stroll on the beach that morning. But before I 
got halfway to the ocean, I noticed strange tracks leading out of the water 
and into my hut. Desperate for companionship, I rushed back into my hut to 
see who was up, only to realize that those were my tracks from when i ran 
down to the ocean. Oh cruel fate!!! 


I sadly opened my fridge to get out what pleasure I had left on this lonely 
alien island. What I then saw before me was not only the most ultimate and 
supreme of fears confirmed, but also a terrible indicator of my fate. I saw 
but one Vault left. And immediately sank into the ground crying out in 
agonizing tears and sweating hard. The tears flowed forth from my eyes like 
steam comes out of tits. After crying out all of it, I ran out of my hut and 
tried to jump off the highest peak onto spikes with sharks tied to the ends. 
But, alas, I missed... and passed out. 


I noticed by the marks I put on the cold hard steaming wall that I had been 
passed out for days. After regaining my census, I knew I'd have to make a 
terribly difficult decision. I could either drink the Vault. Or, I could dump 
the beautiful ambrosia out and use the bottle to transport a message far 


across the ocean. It was clear that the Vault would have to go. I ripped a 
page out of my survival guide and scribbled a makeshift message saying: 
Hye Jerks, I'm on the island, and NO VAULT. 
I would really appreciate the helicopter. 
My address is Tim Doerr 
Snakefoot island 

love 

Baby snakefoot 
I crammed the page in the bottle as hard as I could!!! I then used my 
robotic arm to throw the bottle over the horizon. And then I wept. Oh how I 
wept! 

So know you know my tale. When I get off this cursed island we may even 

cross streams. I hope that you can remember me as a great man, and that I 
live on as a hero of humanity, surviving against all odds. 


Cont. 
By Nate S. N. Turner 


Oh dude 1 think something similar happend to me one time. I casually 
strolling along very fast when a green sparkle slamed into my eye. Thats 
when I knew in my bones that the vending machines in the lobby of my 
dorm had VAULT! So scrounge around my room looking for anything that 1 
could use to trick that machine into giving me a vault. I figured about $1 
would do it. I could just understand how drinking that vault would be like 
drinking from a big jucy tit. Trembling I slamed those coins into the 
machine demandig a vault. The machine was not to be tricked and spat an 
orange fanta in my face! I cried nonstop for an hour to the confusion of 
everyone that lives in my building. after my airhole had clear enough 1 
sucked every drop of that orange fanta and then threw it up alll over the 
machine in rage. 


11.) Bonehead 


There was a chilling disturbance in this hut 
there was I believe screaming and shrieking 
at night when I would dine on the finest toasts 
or the choicest imported crusts 

and the floorboards creeking 

I could hear the chains rattling. 

After a long walk through the snowy village 
visiting the boardwalk and the arcade 

I returned home to prepare a grand meal 

a boiled egg and a fried portion. 

My body was bitterly cold 

from the drafty house, 

so lazily i lit a single coal 

and heated my bare toes by its immense warmth 
The sky was growing dark, 

and the clock sounded 7, 

so I donned my nightcap and 

climbed the six flights of stairs 

to my study. 

After a long and intellectual read from my book, 
titled "Nintendo Game Guide" 

I loftily drifted into 

a hunger for a bite. 

Down the slide and into the kitchen 

I unrapped the crinkly, brown paper 

of a delicious and filling, 

hard candy, 

and after I had polished off my light meal 

I once again ascended the spiraling staircase 
to my study. 

I noticed my book was in a strange manenr 
of which I had not left it. 

Perhaps my ferocious hunger 


and my frantic race to the kitchen 

had upset the book as I bolted from my chair. 

My stomach full and content, 

I felt an urge of sleep 

approach my being, 

and presently relaxed in my 

twin bed. 

Strange visions arrested me as I crossed the space 
between sleep and adventure. 

Wisps of succulent duck, and sugary plum 

rushed through my mind. 

I reached out for a crisp onion, 

When suddenly I awoke to the 

abrasive scratching and creaking of the floorboards 
then suddenly all the chains began to rattle 

and a spectral moaning descened from the room above mine 
I figured it was my roomate playing Resident Skeleton. 
But as the knocker on the door swayed back and forth 
I shrunk up under my covers in fear. 

Slowly I opened the door for the visitor, 

and slowly a terrible sight was revealed to me. 

What I saw is difficult to describe. 

A ghost stood before me, 

A terrible ghost assuming the form of a Coach. 

He slowly entered the room, and sat 'pon the dais. 
Pointing at the window, he moaned, 

and I promptly opened it out of fear. 

The frightening breeze of a cold night air entered the room, 
and the Coach relaxed and slouched in his chair. 
"Listen, " said the Coach. 

"Tonight you will be visited by a ghost every fifteen minutes" 
A nodded in silent aquiescence, smiling. 

The Coach told me of how each ghost, 

would bring me news and prophecy. 

He said that each ghost would be frightening, 

but that I must listen to their wisdom. 


When the ghost wasn't looking, 

I would take a secret bite of my turkey leg, nodding and smiling. 
Finally the bonehead shut up, 

and I asked, 

"How do I know you aren't but a bit of mush? or a crumb of egg?" 
To which he replied, 

"You will see that I am real!" 

And with that he jumped out the front door. 
Presently I curled up beneath my sheets 

still eating my turkey leg. 

When a knock came from the door. 

Annoyed I got up and slammed the door open. 
Before my eyes was a sight so frightening 

and so horrifying 

I dropped my turkey leg cold to the floor. 

What I saw was an eleven foot tall 

ghost like totem pole. 

Each section of the column was one foot tall 

and was engraved with the face of long forgotten rulers. 
In the ghost world, 

this is considered to be the height of technology. 

I welcomed the tower into my room, and we sat 
and talked of arithmetic and girls. 

"I can't believe!" 

I would say in between sips of tea. 

"But yes!" it would respond 

after a long, healthy drag on it's cigarette. 

I thanked the pillar, and escorted it from the room 
when it's fifteen minutes were up. 

I welcomed him to visit again, 

and slammed the door as it left. 

"Finally, back to that turkey!" I said. 

I ripped a chunk of meat off of the turkey 

and was about to insert it into my mouth. 

When the door slammed open, and a ghost chariot 
came careening through the room. 


The chariot was led by 3 spectral steeds, 

and at the helm was a menacing horseman 
Whipping without mercy. 

It first tore around the room, and then would 
ride up onto the walls or the ceiling, 

all the while the horseman 

whipping, whipping whipping the horses! 

I ran and hid behind the undressing veil 

and waited, crying in fear of being whipped. 

I peeked out from behind the veil 

and saw the smile on the horseman's face 

as he zipped about smashing everything. 

When fifteen minutes were up he exited the room 
as Silently as he had entered. 

Relieved that the nightmare was over 

I got back up and flopped down into my bed. 
"Pointless" I thought. 

I awaited the knocking of the third ghost but 

a knock never I heard. 

Slipping through the door was a man of bone. 
The man asked me to only continue about my business 
that I should ignore him until the time was up. 
So I walked to the table to carve some ham, 
and noticed that he had sat in my best chair, 
and was presently looking at my best magazines. 
Slightly annoyed I continued to slice the ham, 
but when I returned my eyes to his position, 

I saw him look up from his magazine and wink. 
Thinking little of the gesture, I glazed the slice 
and dressed it with mustard. 

I sat and while eating my refreshments, 

I again looked over at the apparition. 

His eyes lifted from the page, looking at me 
and his face stretched into a broad grin, 

as he slowly withdrew a knife from his pocket. 
Horrifyed I began to stand up. 


But then he returned to reading the magazine 

his face once again showing concentration, 

and he slid the knife back into his pocket. 

This went on about four or five times 

before he stood up and without saying a word 

left the room. 

Dazed and feeling sleepy from a full stomach, 

I fell deeply into my bed, 

and gazing at the canopy 

trying to interpret the events of the night, 

I thoughtfully fell into a deep and contemplative sleep. 
I woke in the morning to the sounds of bells, 

and running to the window I flung it open! 

Far below me a tattered looking child was flipping a coin, 
"What Day is it boy?!" I smokily shouted. 

"Why today is December 6th my lord!" 

Exzuberant, I slid down the banister of the stairs 

and ran outside into the snow. 

I ran and ran in joyous exultation. 

I ran until I could not run much more. 

There were children swimming on the lake, 

and ducks were eating crumbs. The trees were 

frosted with snow. 

I was overjoyed to be alive that day, 

and ran down the street shouting "And a good day to you!" 
to the old men on the bench, and the young shapely wenches. 
A steam car chugged by me, 

bursting and screeching steam from it's wheels. 

I ran down through the alleys and the parks. 

I saw Carol smiling in the woods, 

I saw Steven warming by the burning of a coal. 

When I arrived at the tavern 

I busted in with cheer in my heart, 

and sat down and ordered everything on the menu. 
That morning I ate more than any man. 

I feasted on roast toast, and succulent leak, 


on poached cutlet, and tender bone. 

In my joyous rage, 

I had forgotten to bring my wallet, 

and was thrown into the freezing snow 
I lay and dug through my pockets, 

and I found a turkey leg. 

Astounded, I bit into the leg. 

and I looked to the sky and silently 
chewed on my turkey leg. 


13.) King Reg.Welth 
by Nathaniel S. Turner The Man 


Christ's Passion we find our inexperienced leader in the mountainous 
capital of the former United States. King Reginald the Really Wealthy had 
just proclaimed that in reverence to our lord all should pay reverence from 
the evening of every Wednesday to the morning of every next Monday 
except in the event of a bonus day. Our leader, Tathaniel the Furious, had 
spent countless nights among the flashing bright lights and the musical 
cacophonous noises of the Nations most stately Cathedral. He had been 
plugged into a prayer device for days, forsaking food, sleep, water, and 
blowjobs in order to fight the electro-daemons, who at that time had been 
finally driven out of the world of Make-believe for good and thrown into 
the Super-net. It was because of this that he became aware of the current 
plauge upon our land much later than most of the populous. He had just 
unplugged from the prayer device after leveling up and getting a new high 


score. After stepping outside of the Monolith he discovered with horror 
that the once quiet Mountain Metropolis had been over-run by a new threat. 
The beacon of the the Statue of Liberty was now covered in yellowish 
tendrils. The large X-TVs on the streets showed King Reginald the Really 
Rich covered in blood urging the surviving populous to enter the ancient 
death camps in order to appease the new monsters. It was at that point that 
Tathaniel uttered the worlds that turned him into the legend that he 
is..."Fuck That." He quickly realized that staying in the city would be the 
fastest way to lose his remaining Hit Points. Unwilling to accept this 
outcome he fled west in his small vehicle until he came upon the small 
desert town of Boston. It was there that he would spend his Christmas and 
Bonus day. It was there that he also met the rest of his band and 
deathsquad... and the year turned to 2034. 


14.) Good Day Hibbert 


"Ah, sir Magus, you have returned from your hike up K2. Please do come 
in the house and play video games" 

"Why thank you Ms. Burdent, I believe I'll have a light bout with the ninjas 
and mechanical punching bag." 

"Excellent Sir Magus, and will you be taking the skateboards or the bicycle 
with trampolines for wheels?" 

"T believe I'll take the motorcycle through your house." 

"Ahh yes very good, and may I have your opinion on this Cat wearing a 
monocle with a Parrot on it's shoulder that I'm wearing on my shoulder?" 
"Indeed it is very becoming of a strapping young Cyborg such as yourself." 


"Good good, off you go then! MOTORCYCLES READY '!... ENGINES 
BEGIN!!!" 


VVVVVVVVVRRRRRRROQOOOQOQOQOQOOQOQOOQOQOOQOQOQOQOMMMMMM 
"Now I'm on my way!" 


"Slow down Sir Magus, I need your help building this statue of a Dog 
driving a Lambhorghini and eating a Taco." 

"Not now, Doctor Science, I need to do my morning exercise chores!" 
"Oh very well, be on about it then." 


"Now I'll never make it to the core in not enough time..." 
"Good, now I'm coming up on that Hyper-Drive Turbo Information 
Highway I had installed five minutes ago!" 


"How fast in the world was he going?!" asked a nearby Android with 12 
eyes. 


"Free guitars for sale, Free guitars for sale! These guitars are guaranteed 
never to rust or shrink!! Comes with a free talking dog and a bluesberryball 
bat!" 


"Hmm, can't stop now, there's still not enough time to waste!" 


"And I said to Edna, if you can't handle being kicked in the stomach, why 
not just avoid the Corrupted Gnrl.- all together?..." 


CRASH!!! ANYTHING GOING AT THE SPEED OF SEGA CRASHES 
THROUGH THE ROOM 


"_..Awesome dude, thanks!" 

"Now for the final challenge!" 

The motorcycle tears halfway through a wall two hundred feet thick, then a 
microscopic speck of pepper floats up from the debris and makes Sir Magus 


Sneeze so hard that the other five thousand feet of walls fall apart. 


Inside the secret room a man is playing every video game system never 
made on 12 million different TVs. 


"It is you, Brainstorm Perfectpunch! Prepare to meet the treat!" 


"]-1-1s the treat candy made out of Unicorn hammers and Dragon gold?" 


Then the two called all of their friends from the castle, including Aunth 
Eggna, and Josepth Smithonstonsonstonianstonson to enjoy ice-cream 
cakes and even 

Then the lizardmen arrived in carriages made of brimstone.. 


(this part left in) 
"Stop I promise you can play my Nintendo Wii, that noone else has yet" 
So Sir Magus stopped and ordered a pizza with tiny pizzas as toppings and 


played video games for the rest of the world. 


(this part left in) 


15.) Guitar Morning 


It wasn't an odd thing for me to wake up in a someone else's guitarpsichord 
In fact I had become quite accostomed to the occurance. 
It's not as though I think of myself as an expert. 

but something about this routine made perfect sense to me. 
It would take a minute or so, 

for me to climb out, 

after which I'd appoligize to the owner, 

and make him breakfast to make up for my intrusion. 
Then, feeling relaxed and alive from the experience, 

I'd walk out the window onto a nimbus cloud, 

and fly from their home to Ice Cream Planet SR388. 


16.) Magenta 


"Fuck Fuck Fuck!" 

he said as he walked in through the front door 

he sat his hat on the wicker chair by the umbrella jar. 
"God Fucking Damnit!" 

said his wife 

she had dropped the lettuce on the floor 

he walked over towards the T.V. and turned it on with his toes 
There were images on the screen 

of some sort of sale 

going on down at the mall 

Gertrude crawled into the room 

the dog looked up lazily from his perch 

a summer's rain 

was sifting through the warm twilight air 

beating softly 'gainst the window pains 

the furnace was emitting a self-satisfied hum 
warming the apartment from the depths of winter 
the front and back doors slammed open at the same time 
In walked Daniel 

exhausted from her 28 story hike to the small apt. 
Thompson lethargically twisted his neck 

to see the slender young woman 

sleekly extend her 

leg across the threshold 

her barefoot feet tread 

daintily, across 

the mildewing carpet 

a heated breeze 

blew in from the kitchen 

sliding through the wooden slats of the 

kitchen door 

carrying with it the aroma 

of freshly roasted bread. 

Eliza was in the upholstered Chipendale 

elegantly placed in the corner by the lavendar drapes 
admiring the man's chiseled toes 

studying the defined ridges 

and delicate hair loftily swaying 

under the influence of the nearby airduck 

Her gaze broken only by the temporary glance at her mug 
as the man would look up from his novel: 

"Great Beards of the 18th Century" 

It was a serene setting, 

the autumn leaves were turning 


and softly rustling on the front deck 

where Gilbert and Gol-tran 

were giddily grabbing handfuls of auburn fall foliage 

Manfield rose from 

the Master Chair to get a lungful of cigarette 

before it was time for dinner. 

From the main observatory 

Manfield would pierce the darkening sky 

with a determined stare at the first speck of light 

starkly defining itself amongst the deep navy blue felt of growing night 
It was springtime and the flowers that had been gathering sunlight all day 
were sprouting healthily, creating a rich and shimmering 

pool of vibrantly warm colors 

Meanwhile, 

Manfield's wife was gathering the children 

to help set the table for dinner 

Terrence was pulling his toy truck across the lush crimson rug 

Sarah was studying in the library, 

Milton and Thacker were in the nursery taking a nap, 

and Milton and Thacker were helping do the dishes. 

After the table was cleared and the dishes put away, 

it was time for dinner. Margaret and Steve decided that after the meal 
they were going to take a walk in the streets, 

they wanted to visit the fish market, and listen to the street performers 
blast on their Kestleophones and Zubuerflutes 

after that they'd walk through 

the great hall of engines 

before a calm sit on a park bench 

near the "River of the Electric Moons" 

a popular place for the youths of the city, 

an entirely underwater dance club. 

Laurette knew that her children were growing up 

it was time to let them make their own decisions about the world 

she looked at her youngest son Gertrude 

in his high chair eating baby food 

gurgling through the green mush 

and spilling Synthe-peas on his yellow lace lined eggshell colored bib 
The world was fast changing for the Zonk family 

But when the three moons emerged from behind the noxious Fluorocarbon clouds 
Cindy knew that everything would be alright... 


17.) Sonte’s Zoupa Gualpes Review 
by SKB 


Tonite for dinner if you are looking for something to gratify your tastebuds 
then I would recommend stone soup. And when I say "gratify your 
tastebuds" I mean "please your thoughts". And when I say "STONE 
SOUP" I mean "Stones-throw-soup", an epic story of a tail of a boy and his 
dogg by Timoty Q. Doerr. Dinner is not meant ran large monogramic. 
Higby non takes to flight early int. Tint to ryhme but live to run, run to burn 
rubber. Story around the near to near beginning, it gets to a slow start but 
soon rapidly progress-like-progresses to the point where you're in the house 
of a mysterious, duped woman. woman like bangalonojabe. Immediately the 
ta;e becomes very funny wig yelping dogs, laughing people, gas, "we only 
sell hand crafted-watches" says the dog. APe pant upstream "stones a 
brewin", then to which is replied"have a tastey" leg or a "strip! even" not 
that kind =but mig McSteak. Have it your way. Yaw ruoy ti evah sat there 
after tell to women that he gotta have the stone but it really belonged to 
her. Next what happens are all these characters one rike rig right agfter 
another sayin boy u gotsa be crazy. Nelly, Ditty, TI (what u know), Dem 
Franchise Boyz, nSync, lil' Milt, and the rest of the game. Grandma meant 
‘gang’ is going to Grand Home Furnishings Mothers Day Sale. Like a fast 
flash escape in the nick of time, he gets away, and once again, he lick rugs 
and then gets, gets have to what he wanted. playstation all a lome. 


17.) Sonte’s Zoupa Gualpes 


There was once young man who wandered the countryside, always 
accompanied by trusty dog. 

While boy was poor, he was clever and always managed to get what 
he needed. Without dime or nickel, child got himself a meal every day. Dog 
got fed good too, a thick bone or tasty strip ev'ery night. The boy did no 


work you see, boy was smart, and got what he needed. You see, boy was 
some kind of thief. 

Boy grew up hearty and strong, a fine young sir. He burdened by the 
dislike of others. Boy made himself enemies far and through the country. 
No matter where he roam, folk scowl and stare. One day, he finds he has no 
friends, except some friend of his dog. But this life he lived every day, and 
this the story of how boy got so fed. 

Walking up the steep, boy clasps his stomach. To his dog, "Dog, gotta 
get some food...". Boy knows the town near, and knows the folk. Folk there 
know the boy, and dislike the boy. Says, "Dog, can't get no food there.". 

On grassy rock boy sits, says "Dog, in this town, can't get no food, in 
the next town, maybe. Gotta eat, but can't get food in this town". 

Boy does to walk around the town. Through a stream, and a thicket. 

Dog looks back and kneels. On flowery steep boy thinks. 

He thinks of a carrot, or a tasty strip. And thinks of a plate. Boy 
thinks of a rabbit or a leg. 

Stands up and thinks. Looks at the dog says "Dog, a rock!" Dog spins 
its head. "No dog, a rock for soup!" 

Boy stands up and marches over a brook and a stream. Looks for a 
stone. Finds a stone, says "Nah pup, not this stone". Turns over a log, lifts a 
branch. "Nah pup, not this stone." 

Bullfrog says, "rib", marshfly says "bzz". Boy drags a stick. Dog 
marches up, stone in mouth. "Nah pup, not this stone. Needs a throwin’ 
stone, a rock for soup.". 

Brook near edge of forest spindles down the way. Curving and 
swishing shallow in the low grass. Under there, a smooth round stone, cool, 
and wet to the touch. "Yes dog, this stone, a rock for soup.". 

Boy picks up a stone and rolls it in his palm. Goes up, back across the 
creak, walks on town's road. 

"Dog, I'll show you stone's throw soup" 

Up the steep, meadow is, and smells of ash. Smoke billows over tops, 
and boy smells a chimney. Crosses a short bridge, enters a dense thicket, 
pushes through the thicket, and smells a chimney. 

In the growing dusk, boy sees a glow in a hut. Sees a smoke, rubs the 
stone. 

Rolling his knuckles 'pon the door. 


"Yes boy?" creaks an old woman. 

"Woman, tell your meal, so that dog and I might eat" 

"Boy, I have no meal, you smell my toast, warming in the stove, so 
that I might be warm tonight" 

Says, "Might I share you a recipe?" 

Says, "What meal do I have to share with a boy and a dog?" 

Goes, "Old woman," says, "I have this magic stone for soup, and I 
will share for a bone or tasty strip for this dog" 

"Magic Stone's Stew," she said "Boy, come in". 

Inside sees a poor hut. Furnished to the bare. A stool, a rake, and a pot 
sit inside. 

"Show me the rock" 

Boy pulls out and rolls it in his cool palms. 
"Now woman," says "put this in your pot, for a soup for two, is a soup for 
ten with my stone. What ingredients you have for one, is enough for two" 

So the old woman toils in the field, while boy pets his dog. Boy 
thinks, "tasty strip, tender carrot, sweet onion.". Dog yelps. 

Old woman returns holding basket of a vegetable or a fruit. 

"Okay, my toil is troubled, now is your trouble" says. 

So boy pours a water, and slices a fruit, throws in a stone, and burns a 
log. The pot simmers a sweet soup. Woman thinks "A succulent leg, or a 
warm broth, or a sweet celery.". Dog yelps. 

Boy pulls out a ladel out of a soup, tastes a soup. "Here is a soup!" he 
yelps. 

So boy and old woman finish a soup, and the dog has a tasty strip. 

With bellies bloated, woman goes, "Now for your trouble" 

To the boy says, "Woman, you were tricked" goes, "for stone I found 
in your brook, stone was of your brook and now I have no trouble" 


Says, "This night you were tricked, and I have no trouble," says "For you've 
just eaten a stone's throw soup! And now I have no trouble!" 

Woman clasps, clutches her heart, goes "you've fooled me boy, 
tonight you've fooled me and out of my house, out of my house with that 
dog!" 

So boy clasps his dog, and smirking leaps from his stool, sweeps up 
his dog and leaves. 


Boy pushes through the dense thicket with bloated belly and swollen 
stomach. 
On to the next town goes the two, boy and dog. On to the next town 


So there you have, a story for two. With what life this boy leads he is fed 
and smug, though he has no friend, except some friend of his dog. Boy goes 
on into the world, to live as he does, and does live that well. 


18.) Mountain Man 


It was a cold snap in late September 

I remember cracking open a can of beans 

and peering out the window at the falling snow 

I could smell the roasting hickory in the fire 

I stroked my thick grey beard 

and listened for a whistle from the kitchen 

When it came I poured myself a cup of hot water 
and sat in the high backed chair 

silently contemplating the events of the year 


My first memory took place in January, 

on a snowy day such as today. 

I hadn't eaten anything except the iced rice days earlier. 
I was on my way to the top of the mountain, 
fifteen miles to the peak, 

to pick a delicious berry 

to fill my grumbling stomach, 

when from behind the trees 

stood a 12 foot, grimmacing, 

mountain lion, hungry for my life. 

I jolted around and lept 

I just kept leaping all the way down the mountain, 
right through an open window and into my bed, 
where I cascaded into an immediate slumber. 


I chuckled at my youthful timidity, 

as I rolled my cyborg eye towards once again towards the window. 
The snow was getting heavier now and the warm air in the cabin 
lulled me into an even deeper and more introspective state. 

As I sipped from my mug of hot water, I thought about Nathaniel 


It was February 
and I was in town to purchase a cake for my birthday 
The chilly air had driven most of the the townsfolk indoors 


so when I stopped in for a hot water at the tavern, 

the place was filled from brim to tim with people. 

There was nary a seat in the house, 

and when one finally cleared up 

it was next to the most beautiful woman in town. 

Nathaniel Turncoat was known throughout the countryside 

for her un-contested beauty. 

Her folks were the owners of the town's general store 

and they had protected her from the fruits of man her entire life. 

I was a modest human, and must have looked a mess 

from the droopy beard to my tattered belt 

I suddenly became very self conscious 

and wrung my business hat furiously in my hands. 

My good friend Edith, drunk as a mountain lion 

approached from behind and greeted me in an inebriated daze. 

He noticed I wasn't sitting 

and with what he thought were good intentions, 

thrust me into the empty chair. 

Souping over with embarassment I immediately tried to tell her my 
name 

but all that came out were blurbs and quurbs 

She gave me a brilliant smile, and grabbed my hands, 

thrusting me into the middle of the tavern 

and spinning me around in a flurry of feet and skirts and violins 

We must have danced for like half an hour 

tired and hungry, we returned to the bar only to find our seats taken. 

Quietly she led me from the place, 

and we weaved through the town's buildings, 

she must have been trying to hide the fact that she was with a man. 

She led me all the way to her house, 

and inspecting to ensure it's vacancy, 

pulled me through the front door. 

Inside it was warm, and being Valentine's day 

the tub was running and the pots and pans were banging. 

We made hot love in that house. 

She made a woman out of me that day 


err man. 
and it was then I understood why she was so beautiful. 


My mug was cooling now, 

but my senses were reeling from the memories 

of the many hot nights I spent with Ms. Turncoat. 

There were other memories too, of the hot turbulent summer days, 
and the spicy nights. 

I reminisced as I gazed at the head of the mountain lion, 
adorning the wooden walls of my cabin. 

I remembered the intense battles on the highest peak, 

and the deepest mines with this most fearsome enemy, 

and felt proud at my accomplishment. 

There were the trophies 'pon the hearth 

representing my many victories and triumphs. 

I heard the buzz of the woodstove, 

and rose to retrieve my warmed cashews. 

I settled down again in my luxurious chair, 

and remembered the most signifigant happening of the year. 


It was near the end of August, 

I was wandering through the woods, 

when a bright light peered through the trees of a forested hill. 
The light was intense and hard to look through. 

I covered my eyes with my arm, 

and began the furious hike towards the source of the light. 

It seemed to take ages to get there, 

unable to see I constantly fell into a pit, 

or crashed into a tree. 

After what seemed like five minutes, 

I slowly peeked from behind my arm and saw a radiant being, 
some being of an American Indian sitting on a steep, 
surrounded by luxurious and handily crafted fineries. 
Immediately my attention was grasped by a the finest, 

most marble chess set I had ever set eyes on. 

Of course there were other things such as lamps and desks on sale, 


but there was no item more interesting to me than this set de chess. 
I sauntered nearer to the Indian and groped for his attention. 
He turned his cold, dark eyes towards me, 

and pierced my thoughts with his gaze. 

Immediately I felt as sober as a mountain lion. 

I knew it wasn't going to be easy, 

I knew that I was in for some hard work. 

But I simply had to have that chessboard. 

I asserted my self, and began the bargaining at 16 George's. 
The native assumed a boast, 

and prevented the purchase at a mere 20 George's. 

Furious, I remade my final offer of 18 George's. 

The fiend gathered a bluff, 

and presented 20 George's. 

I thought to myself, now is my chance! 

An ultimate proposal of 19 George's I jived. 

Attempting a gloat, 

the nude nodded, and tokened 20 George's. 

Maddened and quicked, I accepted and payed the man. 
Walking back to my cabin with a glow in my brain, 

and a stipend in my hearth, 

I set the chess set on the biggest stool. 

And waited for a company to share my blessing. 


That dog runs around like crazy. 


That day was yesterday, and here I sit alone. 

Waiting for a man or a woman to approach. 

I am forced to recount the events of the year in solstice. 

Now my mug is empty and the water in it cold, 

so I sit it pon the end table. 

I think to myself, it has certainly been a good year. 

As the snow lightens so doth my hearth. 

2087 was good to me, and being so close to the end, 

I feel I must remember all that was good that happened to me. 
I praise Dog for his lessons, and pray that the coming year 


brings just as much Nathaniel and just as much good cheer. 
The light in the sky begins to dim, and my slumber is high. 
On the eve of the year my spirit is nigh, 

and for the month or four to come, 

my happiness is calm and respective, perspective, cursive. 


19.) The Lunchists 


I was walking down the street when I saw them, 

I looked through the window into the tea room and saw them just 
sitting there. 

They were the Lunchists. 

They thought themselves so far above everybody else. 

They wear those ridiculous hats, 

with the strap that wraps back around under their jaw, 

and the part that covers their nose. 

They gave me the coldest stare as I peaked in at them. 

I had my fair share of dealings with the Lunchists. 

Sometimes you'd find them in back alleys looking suspiciously cool. 

Other times they'd be hanging by the Levi-Train Energy Rails. 

As I walked further down the street towards the electro-boogie 
gentleman's club 

i remembered the time, 

The Lunchists sitting in a flying teacup wearing sunglasses and 
noseclones. 

That was the day the Lunchists dropped the bombs. 


20.( TITS 


"what we need is direct outsourcing of government subsidized funds" 
he whispered into her ear upon the 

bed of their wedding night 

an aspiration coming to him 

during a stately dinner party 

at which the General stood abrubtly in his chair 

I presume a boast 

er, Prevent a Roast 

no no Present a Toast! 


TO..ROAST TOAST! 

with a bout of applause and violent cheering 
Ellen approached the dinner table this year 
now with much more developed and juicier tits 
with the 

drippingest most suculent and 

golden turkey leg seen this side of the 

dinner table 


The men, 

resembling the Melvin Rockerfellers 

and Edith Nathaniel Turners of the times 

gorged themselves upon this rather moist turkey 
leg barking with fevered bursts of random nonsense 
monacles flying, boisteies launching 

girdles and fluffy under-things loftily drifting 
down as if from the heavens 

groping and clasping and moaning 

with wine trickling off their breasts 

and VAULT being the drink of the gentleman 
the centerpiece of the long luxurious table 
signifying the fall of lame responsiblity 

and the rise of terrific and fantastic 

decadence 


John closes his laptop, after watching 

scenes from his favorite movie and 

...with memories of the hedonistic 1930's, where 
americans lived without a care or whim 

syes that is fact, irrefutable fact.... 

proceeds to squeeze his wife's tits 

with her pleased yellowed teeth clenching, her lips 
baring a wide, rectangular grid of stressed enamel 

yet yearning of days to come, for 

the cruise was not quite over and it was time for FUN! 
first was Scuba Diving with The Coral Reef 

then the one planned hour of sex 

then they had insisted on one exotic drink 

But now was the planned hour of sex, and neither 
was enthused enough to do the humping and thrusting 
and the sweaty groans 

so a plutonic kiss would be tonight's debauchery 


Dearest Milt, Do take off your knickers 

but Sam, you do look so masculine under the 
rays of moon peeping in through the 
portcullis, those shimmering blades of 
purest cast heavy metal 

Oh milt, how your bulging Tits make me 

hot and ready for rex 

in the deepest wood 

or the smallest thicket 

i will PLOW my beef jerkey down deep 


and on the six hundredth and sixty seventh day 
there was Talon 

the seven foot something Carribean slave 

who all of the white women secretly yearned for, 
yearning with all their tits 

upon the dais furiously struggling 


'gainst the infernal bonds 

all the while gesturing towards his captors 

purely for the amusement of the ship's passengers 
who clad in their hawaiin t-shirts and short-cut 
khaki and chino bland colored highwaters 

took pics with their Nikon's 

with the incessant, egregious whirring of 
photographers 

advancing their cameras 

and whacking their meat 

these mythological shapes of men 

and the women with double-d and beyond sized tits 


this cruise John was so adverse to taking 

stating to his wife 

"I don't want to go" 

when they asked Uncle Lou for fifty thousand billion bux 
so they could have a respectable honeymoon 

and her complaining of the many nights spent 

discussing economics and politics and the military industrial complex 
rather than having miles of hot angry and kinky sex 
which brings us to our point, at least for now 

It was in John's nature to 

ponder whether it was not finer to 

have a hot-rod or 

a scaly, leathery, alien lizard disguised 

as a nineteen fifties blonde bombshell 

diner waitress 

yet rather poorly, so that the lizard aspects were left more obvious 
in full sexual slavery 

in the presents of three great american leaders 

all in jock strap underpansts 

giving thumbs up and toes up 

John decided. But it was up to him to decide. 

So after they leave the cruise ship cabin.... 

tom takes a turn 


for the worse 

to the surprise of one. 

None. 

*John 

John made a turn that you'll never regret 


21:-) Crysis on the Ropes 
There were secrets being held in that house. Peg just knew there were. 
Sometimes at night she'd walk by and hear strange noises. 


Most of the people in her neighborhood told her it was just a strange 
old couple who had lived there for years, but Peg suspected that really there 
was much more going on in that house. 


About a month ago, Peg was on her way home from the laundromat 
when she saw flashing lights coming from the house, and screaming. She 
immediately dialed 911 on her cell phone and waited outside their fence 
until the police came. 


When they arrived she told them about what she had seen and heard, 
and that it had all just recently died down. The two officers walked up to the 
front door while Peg just waited frightened by the fence. She could see the 
door open and a gentle looking old woman, probably in her 60's, standing 
on the threshold. She and the police spoke to each other for a few minutes, 
then the door closed and the police started walking back over towards Peg. 


"Nothing suspicious going on there ma'am." one of the officers said. 
"You just go on home now, and don't worry about this old couple" 
said the other. 


Peg, feeling very frightened asked if they would drive her back to her 
house. They obliged and dropped her off, reassuring her as to the normalcy 
of the old abandoned mansion. 


That night Peg tossed and turned in her sleep, dreaming of hideous 
torture and unspeakable murders happening in the house. 


When she awoke she had to convince herself that it really was just a 
dream and that the police officers must have been right, that nothing 


unusual was happening at the house. 


What were all those strange noises? Where were the screams coming 
from? Peg thought about it all morning and then all day at work. When her 
boss came by to ask for the report on the Johnsonstonstone's account, she 
realized that she had completely forgotten about it. She promised that she 
would visit their "Stone-energy resource management" offices the very next 
day, but what was really on her mind was that house. 


When she drove by it on her way home, she could again see the 
flashing lights. Desperately trying to cling to her sanity, she attempted to 
explain the lights with science or logic. Perhaps it was a very large 
television set, or an explosion, but none of these things seemed to make 
very much sense. 


The next day Peg actually remembered to visit the office she said she 
would, and it was really beginning to seem like a normal morning. Then 
Peg noticed among some of the records the company had, that the house 
that her mind obsessed over was mentioned several times. This raised Peg's 
suspicions, but when she asked the manager what they were about, he only 
shrugged saying that they must have been under the companies previous 
managment. 


After getting all the paperwork sorted and writing up the report, Peg 
returned to the office building to turn in her work. The boss was presently 
surprised at Peg's diligence and gave her the rest of the day off. 

Peg also noticed that the boss had wrapped his arm in gauze and that 
the gauze was saturated with blood. Peg asked about the injury and the boss 
just dismissed it, glancing wildly about and claiming it happened during 
golf that morning. Peg was skeptical, but she was too preoccupied to press 
further. 


She rushed home and booted up her IBM 288 PC. Peg logged onto 
google, and typed in the address of the house. There was very little 
information on it, and among the massive amount of information on it, most 


of it was simply historical facts about the architect and the biography of 
said architect. 


Among the hits Peg came across, one piqued her interest. It was titled 
"Crysis on the Ropes". 


When she clicked on it, what appeared immediately was a picture of 
the house from the 1930's. Apparently, back in those days the house was on 


a quarry. 


Peg read on, her hunger for the mystery's answers growing. Finally 
she came across this single line of text that grabbed her attention most. 


"Mrs. Pegward Thantopper was brutally murdered by her husband in 
1936. Mr. Thantopper had allegedly used one of the whips excavators used 
at the quarry to strangle his wife. Pegward Thantopper was found in the 
quarry under 20 tons of liquid rock days later, and John Thantopper was 
arrested for the horrendous crime. Mr. Thantopper was tried, found guilty, 
and was sentenced to death. The sentence was carried out in 1942." 


"She has the same name as me!" Peg thought. 
Then Peg thought, "So it must be her ghost in that house!" 


By this time it had become dark and cloudy out. Peg knew that she 
would have to break into the house while the current residents were 
sleeping so she could find the evidence that proved Peg Thantopper was 
murdered by her husband, and thus allowing her soul to rest peacefully. 


Much later that night, Peg broke in through an open window and 
began to sneak around to the room she always saw the lights flashing from. 
Once she was in the living room, Peg was able to move more freely as the 
T.V. had been left on and the loud sounds of the horror movie would mask 
her movement. Peg noticed that as she walked around, occasionaly her feet 
would make a hollow noise on the ground. Peg peeled back the rug and 


discovered a trap door leading down to the cellar. She lowered herself down 
closing the trap door behind her. 


Once Peg was deep within the earth, she turned on her flashlight and 
began kicking over boxes and thrashing papers around, desperately 
searching for clues. After half an hour, Peg was about to think she'd never 
find any evidence in this mess until she bumped her head on something 
hard. 


It was a lightbulb. Peg grabbed the string brushing on her face and 
yanked hard. The light came on. Temporarily blinded, Peg rubbed her eyes 
and dropped her flashlight. As her sight returned Peg could see many 
dangling object lolling around. 


Horrorstruck, Peg realized that there were hundreds of whips tied to 
the rafters. Peg desperately searched for the staircase she had descended to 
the cellar but could not find it. She screamed, and a cat ran across the room. 
Then the cat screamed and Peg felt faint. Mary, the cat, ran up the walls and 
all over the basement, Peg was so frigtened that she fainted, and falling 
back hit her head on a pipe. 


Meanwhile, the Blanchmer's had awoken and wondered what on earth 
was going on. Mr. Blanchmer picked up his gun and started to slowly walk 
down the stairs. He walked into the living room and saw the rug had been 
peeled back. He walked down the stairs to the cellar with his gun in his 
hand. He found Peg fainted on the ground and called the Police 
immediately on his gun, which was also a cell phone. 


When Peg came too, she was confused about what was going on. She 
thought maybe she had been in a car accident. Her head was throbbing, she 
started to rub the lump and thought. Her memory was slowly returning. Peg 
frantically started screaming to the nearby paramedics and police officers 
about what she had seen. 


"Don't you worry Ms. Peg" said one of the officers. 
"Yah you really took a big one down there" said the other. 


"Yes we were afraid you wouldn't have a brain" said one of the 
paramedics. 


"But, but! Didn't you see, didn't you see the basement?!" Peg shouted. 


"Shh Shh... Just you don't worry now Ms. Peg, it's all been taken care 
of. We'll be taking you down to the station later for questioning." 


Peg was confused. Had the police seen the evidence she had? What 
was going on?! 


Down at the station, the police began questioning Peg about what she 
had seen in the bass-ment. They weren't even asking about how Peg got to 
be in the basement in the first place or even the Blanchmer's house for that 
matter. It seemed like Peg was off the hook for her crime. But she was 
confused so she asked the officer what exactly happened after she had 
passed out. 


Apparently when the police and paramedics came to arrest Peg for 
breaking and entering, they had found the mountain of evidence in the 
Blanchmer's basement. Mr. Blanchmer was arrested on the spot, and taken 
immediately to the county jail. 


Weeks later Mr. Blanchard was tried and found guilty for the murder 
of his wife that had taken place almost 65 years ago. Hay was sentenced to 
life imprisonment, with no chance of bale. 


Peg was known from that day forth as a hero throughout the town. 
Peg became the woman who uncovered the dark truth behind the 
Blanchmer's empire. Peg was even given the rest of the day off by her boss 
when he heard the news, which had never happened before. 


As for Mary the cat, she was adopted by a loving couple in 
Winnesconsinsota who fed her milk and dry cat food everyday. Mary went 
on to mother three healthy kittens and become the first cat to learn to read. 


22.) Burtfuck 


(a.k.a. cut jean shorts) 
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"Oh Oh Oh" 
She moaned 
"Just put it in me!" 

"Much obliged." 

I said. 

"Just fuck me burt!" 

As I rammed my cock in her, she said, 
"Just fuck me burrrrt!" 

We were all sweaty 


and she was thinking about Scott. 
She was sorry for fucking me 
when Scott was out for a walk. 

I slid out my dick, 

and slammed it on her junk. 

I watched her wriggle around on the couch, 
and rammed it in again. 

"Boner!" 

she yelped. 

when I yanked on her tits. 

I forced her leg 

WAY up in the air 

"You're gonna feel this!" 

I yelled. 

"OH YAH!" 

she said. 

I kept pounding my ballsack 

"I'm grinding on you baby!" 
Sweat was dripping through my leg hair. 
And she wanted to be on top. 

So I let her ride me. 

"Un Uhn Uhn" 

she went 

"Just fuck me YAH!" 

"Uhuh, Uhuh" 

I was still wearing my tie 

So she yanked on it. 

I was getting worn out 

so ijust let her pump on me. 

Just layed back while she pumped up and down. 
I stood up, 

and bent her over 

pulling one leg up HIGH 

"Get ready to be FUCKED!" 

1 said. 

her tits were bouncing all over 


So I grabbed 'em 

and yanked and pulled. 

And then I pinched on her nipples 

and twisted hard. 

Her eyes were closed and her hair was dripping with sweat. 
I started slapping her ass, 

"Ahhhhh" 

she wispered. 

I was really wailing on her hard. 

"Just burtfuck me!" 

she wailed. 

So i twisted her around and sat on top. 
"YES!" 

she grabbed my cock, 

and started yanking and wringing it 

I was in sexual heaven. 

I thought I was going to have to leave 
when she was screaming for more. 

I stood her up on her head 

and Jackhammered her for an hour 

then the thick woman she was 

pushed me back on the couch and rode me again 
"You like that!?" 1 shouted 

I grabbed her hair and was pulling hard. 
She was yelling 

"OOhh yah!" 

I put on a cowboy hat and relaxed 

as she started to vacuum hard on my cock 
SHE was ready to please. 

I told her to work it. 

then she turned around and sat on my lap 
and i reached around and grabbed her tits 
as she bounced up and down on my cock 
I looked down and saw her ass. 

I wanted to spank it really bad. 

Then she turned around again and started wet kissing me. 


She pushed her hot wet gaping lips on my face 

and started sucking big time. 

So I opened my mouth and thrust my tongue inside 
then i started to tongue fuck her mouth. 

She was so hot from this she orgasmed all over. 

I had to take my hat off. 

"I'm gonna stick it in!" 1 said 

so i gently laid her on the couch 

and slowly and romanticly slid in my dick. 

She was yearning for more. 

So I started to pump hard and fast. 

In my mind there was a battle raging. 

I decided to yank it out and cum all over her tits. 
She was screaming about how good that felt. 
When it was all over, I went to take a shower, 

I was feeling real good about the whole thing. 

I walked out of the bathroom and saw my clothes all over the floor. 
I put them on while I watched her nude body lay on the couch. 
It was hot to watch that happening. 

I waved goodby and put my cowboy hat back on, 
walking out the door. 

I got in my car and peeled out of the driveway. 

She thought my car and speed were manly, 

and that drove her mad with sexual thoughts. 

I knew it was only a matter of time, 

before the next burtfuck, 

so I just drove faster and faster 

on into the sexual stratosphere. 


23.) Doctor Please 


Now I'm not a doctor, 

but yesterday I was in a hospital. 

I got a call from mom saying that my sister was pregnant. 

She told me to come to the hospital. 

because there were complications. 

She said there wasn't any hurry, but that they'd like to have me there. 
I got in my car and drove onto the highway. 

I knew that there was no reason to 

but I started racing through traffic with the radio all the way up, 
and honking and flashing my lights. 

I was laughing most of the way, and classical music was blasting. 
I pulled into the parking lot and squealed around, 

smoke coming from my tires, 

until I found a spot. 

I got out of the car laughing and walked up to the main entrance. 
I walked in through the front door 

and then the doors after those. 

I walked straight up to the receptionist's desk 

and said 

"Baby please." 

The woman looked at me weird, 

and then she asked me 

"Yes sir, how may I help you?" 

"Baby please." I reasserted. 

"Yes, I understand, whose baby?" 

I told her it was my sister's baby, 

and she asked who my sister was. 

"Gerald Mayson" I told her. 

She told me that my sister was being contained on the ninth floor. 
Then she pointed out to me the location of the elevator. 

En route to the elevator, I decided to visit the giftshop, 

to pick out a nice gift for the baby. 

I saw that they had candy bars so I bought a couple of those. 
Then I walked out of the shop towards the elevators. 

When I got there, I pushed the UP button, 

and then the DOWN button. 


While I was waiting an old lady in a wheelchair rolled up. 

I kept looking at her, and asked which direction she was going. 
"Up sonny" 

she said. 

I laughed a little bit at this. 

Finally the elevator door opened up, 

and I tried to get in the elevator before her. 

Success, I got to push the DOOR OPEN button for her. 

She was pleased to be handled by such a gentleman. 

I asked her which floor she wanted to go to. 

"6 buddy" 

she said. 

Then I pressed 4 on the control panel. 

When we got to the second floor, 

the elevator stopped to let in an old man. 

He walked in and gave the old woman and I a curteous smile. 
I asked him which floor he wanted and he said 7, 

so I pressed 6. 

The elevator pulled up to the fourth floor. 

DING 

"Okay, old woman, here's your stop." 

The old woman said thank you and rolled out of the elevator. 
"What a hot bitch" I said to the old man. 

He gave me a strange look, 

and then turned his head back towards the door waiting patiently. 
DING 

"Sixth floor, here's your stop old man." 

"Nope, waiting for ol' number seven." he said to me. 

"My mistake" I said. 

Then I pressed number 8. 

I saw the old man look up towards the counter. 

It went from 6 to 7. 

And then 7 to 8. 

I noticed a confused look on his face and smiled to him. 
"Old number 8 you said? Here we come." 

DING 

"No, No, I said number 7!" 


"Whoops," I said, "Why don't you try the stairs?" 

The old man just shook his head and walked out of the elevator. 

"DING, number 9" I said, smiling. 

DING 

The elevator door opened up and I walked out. 

The first thing I saw was a picture of a cartoon stork. 

He was holding a diaper in his mouth, and there was a baby in the 
diaper. 

There was a speech bubble coming out of his mouth, 

it said "Welcome to the Birthing Center!" 

I started to laugh at the cartoony smirk he had. 

Then I looked at the baby it was holding and noticed it was crying, 

and thought why would they make the baby crying? 

and started laughing more. 

I saw my brother-in-law sitting in a chair outside of a room, 

holding his face in his hands. 

His hair was all messed up 

and it looked like he hadn't shaven in a while. 

"What happened to you Kirk," I said, 

"It looks like you got in a fight with a lawnmower!" 

Kirk looked up and saw me. 

He did not look pleased. 

Then I noticed my dad and mom a bit further down the hall, 

talking to a nurse. 

"Yo dad!" I said. 

"There you are!" said dad. 

I walked up and he gave me a pretend punch in the stomach. 

"How's mom" I asked. 

"Worse than ever, but she dosen't have much longer to live" he 
replied. 

We both started laughing and mom just gave us a mean look. 

The nurse looked at me, and said, 

"You must be Lindsay, Gerald's brother...". 

"Who's this?" I asked dad. 

"This is Susan, Gerald's nurse." he said. 

"Check out those Tits!" I said. 

Dad and I hi-fived. 


The nurse, looking very offended excused herself, saying she was 
busy. 

"Busy pumping the doctor probably" I said. 

"Now Lindsay," said mom,"behave yourself! This is a special day!" 

"Sure sure, okay mom." I winked at dad. 

He smiled back. 

"How are you holding up over there Kirkland?!" I yelled. 

Mom pointed to another cartoon stork sign... 

"Quiet, baby area!" it said. 

"uh, huh, what?! oh oh f-fine" mumbled Kirk. 

"Listen Dad, when is Gerald pop it out?" 

"Well I reckon we don't really know son, it could be really soon now." 

"okay well I saw a sign for a magic show on the fourth floor, 

so I'm gonna go check that out." 

"Alright son, just make sure you don't stay for too long." 

"OK, be back in a bit, see ya Dad, or should I say GRANDPA!!!" 

Dad became grave and serious, and I could tell he did not like that 
name. 

I went and got on the elevator, 

and on it with me was the nurse from earlier. 

She had her arms folded and was staring intently in front of her. 

She looked annoyed. 

"Rough day huh?" I asked, "What happened?" 

I heard her chortle annoyedly, then I smiled and chuckled inside. 

She got off on the 7 floor. 

DING 

I got off on the fourth floor, 

and walked around until I saw a bunch of kids, 

sitting around on a big rug in a room. 

Also the old woman in the wheelchair from before was in there, 
smiling. 

I sat indian style next to a kid, and waited for the magician. 

"You smoke?" I asked. 

The kid just looked at me weird. 

The magician came out and everyone was clapping, 'cept the old lady. 

She was asleep. 

The magician waved his wand and smoke came out. 


The kids clapped some more. 

The he put a cloth on the magic table, said some magic words, 

waved his magic wand and with a puff of smoke, lifted the cloth. 

There was underneath, a dove. 

All the kids were clapping and the dove flew out the door, 

into the hospital. 

The magician looked concerned. 

I started laughing, and then I saw a nurse walking by the door. 

She stopped and when another nurse walked up, I could see their lips 

moving and them glancing quickly at me, looking confused, then they 

walked off together. 

Then the magician got a top hat, 

waved his wand over it, and pulled out a rabbit, 

only the rabbit wasn't moving. 

The magician nudged the rabbit, but it just kinda sat there. 

One of the kids asked if the rabbit was dead, 

and the magician just told them that it was sleeping. 

All of the kids started crying. 

The old woman woke up with a start and began clapping. 

The kids just would not stop crying, 

SO a nurse came in to see what was going on. 

She talked to the magician for a bit with wispers, 

and then started to let the children out of the room, 

and back to their hospital beds. 

She asked me what I was even doing there and then said I should 
leave. 

I decided that I'd go grab a bite to eat before going back upstairs, 

but when I got to the cafeteria it was closed, 

so I went outside for a smoke. 

The magician was out there smoking also. 

"Tough crowd." I said. 

"Really" he responded. 

I told him I was a cancer patient, 

and that I was at the hospital for treatment. 

He looked at my cigarette and had a confused look on his face. 

I finished it and went back inside the hospital. 

I took the elevator all the way up to the ninth floor, 


but I didn't see any of my family. 

I asked a nearby nurse where the Mayson family was, 

and she told me that they had gone down to floor 3, 

because Gerald needed an emergency C-section. 

I decided to take the stairs this time. 

So I started running down them, 

pretending I was in a BIG TIME hurry and that there was an 
emergency. 

I was rushing past people laughing, 

and acting like I was going to push them out of the way. 

When I got to the third floor, there was an atmosphere of tension. 

I saw Dad and Mom. 

Mom looked really worried but Dad just looked pissed. 

"Where have you been?" he asked. 

I just shrugged. 

"Gerald needed emergency surgery" mom told me. 

I pretended to be shocked. 

Two big doors opened up and Kirk walked out. 

"Well the surgery was successful," he said, 

"but Gerald will need some time to recover." 

He looked worn out and concerned. 

He slumped down in a chair, exhausted. 

I walked up and shook his hand. 

"Congratulations Dad!" I said. 

"Thank you Lindsay." he managed to say. 

"So was it a boy, or a lizard?" I asked. 

Kirk just shook his head. 

"Oh here, I got a present for the baby!" 

I handed Kirk the candy bars and he looked up at me in disbelief. 

"Babies don't eat candy Lindsay" he said. 

"THEY DON'T?!" IT asked lauging. 

Kirk just shook his head again, looking too tired to argue. 

A while later a doctor came out and told us that the family could now 
see the baby. 

We walked into the hospital room and I saw my sister laying on a bed. 

She was smiling at the family, and looked even more exausted than 
Kirk. 


"Woah big sis, you look like shit!" I said. 

Mom gave me a scorning look and Gerald just looked sad after that. 
The doctor showed us the baby in the incubator, 

and everyone was cooing at it and telling it how cute it was. 

"Gross what's that thing on it's stomach" I said. 

"That is what's left of the umbilical cord Lindsay" said Kirk. 

"Oh really, that's what that is?!" 

I just looked at Kirk smirking. 

He looked sortof mad. 

I walked over to Gerald, and told her that her baby was beautiful. 
She was happy to see me again after the year I had spent in Africa 
running a risky mining operation. 

I asked the doctor if he had already given the baby its inagural spank. 
He said yes, and that he appreciated my enthusiasm. 

After all the excitement, more family members began to arrive, 

and since I don't really get along with most of them I said I had to go. 
On the way out of the hospital's main door, 

I overheard something on the intercom about a loose bird, 

terrorizing the geriatric patients on the seventh floor, 

and I just smiled and left. 
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23.) The Hour of Three 


I've noticed black holes are showing up everywhere nowadays. 

Have you ever been at a party where a black hole shows up and ruins 
everyone's time? 

They get smashed off the punch and then end up fighting someone or 
throwing up all over the carpet. 


Like yesterday for instance, 

I was sitting outside Sal's Italian Earlobe and Steaks, 

just enjoying the friendly atmosphere, 

reading my book: How to Construct an Atom Bomb, 

when I saw a black hole walking my way. 

I was upset because I knew he'd keep me from whatever 1 was doing 
by boring me with one of those long conversations about his personal life. 

When the black hole got closer, he noticed me there. 


"Joe! How are you doing?! How is your wife, huh?Me, well, could be 
worse you know. Except Margaret just wrecked our new car and both of the 
children are getting poor. Oh really? Hey that's good to hear, you know, 
Marge and I don't have much money so we have to spend it all on candy for 
the baby. But I got a new job with one of those scuba-marketing agencies..." 


Ugh, if only he'd shut up I thought. I decided to ignore him until he 
went away. Probably he'd go to one of those seedy black hole bars that 
black holes always hang out at... 


(24.) Rendezvous 
I felt fresh 
as I excited the bathroom. 
scrubbing the baggy skin, 
soap suds drifting merrily 
upon the confused forms of ridges 
and valleys of my wrinkled form. 
my body an ill-defined shape of a cone with legs 
obscured by the steam 
and bubbles 
was getting clean. 
my liver-spotted hands 
scrambled across my body 
gripping the flesh with suds. 
I exit and turn on the exhaust fan thinking 
and then dry with a vigorous 
grinding with the towell 
and then 1 move towards the wall 
of the bedroom. 
Will she mind my grotesque form? 
I ask as I peer 
deep into the depths 
of night 
and gaze downwards 
at my off white slippers. 
she minds my age, 
i'm sure. 
what woman would 
caress my 
liver spot kissed 
thin skin 
moving about my muscle 
like a thin silicon skin 
stretched about my muscle? 
I heft my bones 


across the bed 

away from the window and towards 
my dentures. 

i part my slimy maw 

to eagerly insert 

my dentures. 

now i toss off my slippers 

and hardly notice 

the sight of my yellowing toenails 
thick and brittle 

and the dark areas forming 

on my feet 

and the blue veins 

starting on the bones 

and running up the legs 
merging and tunnelling 

through my pale and translucent skin. 
I shuffle 

across the burgandy 

and burnt orange 

Tug 

to the dresser 

and shuffle to the right 

and slide open 

the wooden closet doors 

slated with sparse wooden slats. 
now inside i admire 

my powder blue best suit 

now slightly tattered 

and fairly old 

and fairly worn 

and look behind me 

at the silver picture frame 

on the dresser 

with my gold watch beside it 
and look at that writer 


in the picture 

with a dignified soldier's gaze 

and slightly lift the suit 

so the hook scrapes the rod 

as 1 lower the suit and 

shuffle to the bed to lay it down. 

I pull my thin, wispy socks 

about my calves 

and strain to lift a leg 

into the suit 

and then drop onto the bed 

and stick a leg in the suit 

and then I stand up to sidle my ass, 
the rest of the body in. 

taking my belt off the bare chair 
and wrap it around my bulging waist 
waiting to fasten 

pulling a white shirt down 

and goes onto my jug shaped body 
it goes 

so while i button up the shirt 

and look in the mirror 

I think about Barb 

whom in the T.V. area 

in the blackest pumps 

watched gameshows 

with full sincerety 

her silver hair tied up 

and strands and single hairs 
flittered in the wind 

of the room fan on 

the ceiling 

and when gameshow man asked 
"how much is a million" 

my muttered response 

so abruptly stole her attention away from the set 


her eyes wide and excited 

her chest heaving 

even more hair falling from her bun 
the crust 

at the corners of her mouth 


wettened by a spontaneous appetite 
I sat bitterly, trying to ignore 

her brash advances 

towards my lay-z-boy 

bitterly, 1 scrunched up my lips 
into a frown 

and she, instantly frozen 

by my ‘tude 

sadly drifted 

onto a couch 

onto a man 

sidled over 

and embarrased from 

sitting on the man 

wiped her brow with a doiley 

but immediately remembered 
why she would be sad. 

months later, 

during buildings and crafts 

As i refused to build anything 't'all 
she remembered my onriness 

and smiled and perhaps 
suppressed a giggle 

which presently made me loosen 
my firm and respectable grip 

on my frown 

When that crap was over 

I saw her walk towards me 

in an apprehensive manner 

she somewhat leaned as she walked 
trying to see my facial expression 
which 1 was presently 

pressing 

against my folded arms 

That day was Jello day 

so in the cafeteria 


I angrily waited 

in line 

and then angrily 

accepted 

the jelled fruit and noodles 

in a sea-foam green jello 

and sat at a table 

alone 

so engrossed in my jello 

that she approached unnoticed 

behind me, like a U-boat, 

unsuspected 

i thought, I'd have to out-smart this kraut 
i'd have to think of a way 

to escape from creeping death 

but it was too late, she was at my table 
in a chair 

with a marble textured, gray tray 

and two jellos 

i tried folding my arms 

and scowling towards not her 

but 1 could see her lips tremble 

and then move 

silently the camera moves in close 

an extreme close up 

of just the lips motioning 

and saw a jello sneaking across the table 
towards my tray 

and reluctantly grabbed it up and swallowed it whole 
angrily 

then returned to looking away, scowling 
offended, Barb stood up and began to leave 
"Wait you there!" I shouted 

she turns 

"; - 1'm sorry, come sit to the table" 

she returned to the table 


and started to laugh 

at the jello all over my face 

then 1 began laughing to 

my body shook and quaked 

with a joy i hadn't felt in decades 
instantly, we began talking 

frenzied and joyously 

about everything 

about the facility 

about our families 

about our past loves 

we could have rambled for hours 

if the guards hadn't forced us 

back into the T.V. area 

It was agreed that 

we would meet, later that night 

I would visit her room late that night 
It was going to be a dangerous mission 
No man or woman was to traverse the halls 
after 9PM 

but so resolute was my resolve 

i must see Barb 'gain. 

Finished buttoning my shirt 

and tucked it into my slacks 
tightening the belt 

and clasping it tight 

then came the cuffs. 

Oh God the cuffs are hard 

fumbling with the buttons 

and wrestling with the slits 

and pushing buttons in 

and then pulling them out 

and then taking the shirt off 

and putting it back on and finally getting it. 
I dripped cologne on my wrists, 

and rubbed them on my neck, 


then i searched for a tie 

you see 

in the days of my youth 

you wore a tie always 

you wore a tie to work 

you wore a tie to dinner 

you wore a tie when you played 

ball with your kid 

You wore a tie even during sex. 
granted it was a bow tie 

but you wore one. 

i found the tie and 

wrapped it around my loose, 

floppy neck tightly 

I dusted off the jacket 

and happily draped it on my shoulders, with my arms 
in the sleeves 

I taked a glance in the mirror 

and noticed that my 

hair was in total chaos 

i began near the nape 

and wildly struggled 

to comb it rationally 

after a good deal of time 

1 felt satisfied 

with my 'doo 

I walked towards the door 

With a sense of self-satisfaction 

and opened the knob slowly 

I snuck into the hall 

teeth clenched 

and slowly advanced towards her room 
the scuff of my loafers 

must have announced my comint to Barb 
as the door opened and 1 was pulled in by a hand 
immediately 1 felt as if 1 had returned 


to the days 1 knew 

on the dresser was a frily doiley 

and fantastic jewelry 

and many framed pictures 

on the end table 

there was a silver platter 

with a pearl necklage living in it 

as well as a pair white laced gloves 

lightly draped over 

the edge of the platter. 

The bed was an explosion of quilts and pillows 

what appeared to me as thousands of complexly decorated blankets 
and no end of unreasonably ornate pillows overtook the canopied 
queen sized monstrosity of a bed 

this violent sea of bedspreads overpowered my senses 
the pink fabric 

pouring off of the canopy 

inked down like a furious waterfall 

and there were so many columns supporting the canopy 
52) 
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1 felt overwhelmed and faint 

I turned to see her wide-eyes gazing at my astounded form 
I had to straighten up 

After all, i was a hero of the war 

We both sat down on fat green stools 

and she put her spidery hand on my thigh 

and assured me 

so we talked again 

of many things 

of bomber airplanes, 

and expensive rings, 

of machine guns, 

and exotic things. 

there were laughs 

and tears 


and love was blossoming 

We stood up 

and I thrust my body 

against hers 

against the wall 

and her twig-like arms 

srict and bony 

arrested my body 

in an impetuous embrace 

I could imagine her celluoid buttocks 

pressed hard against the wall 

being flattened and mishappen 

against the pink and white 

pinstriped wallpaper 

At this moment her hands 

moved down our wriggling bodies to 

grasp and grope my yielding cheeks 

soon we did a pirouette 

and i was pushing her towards the bed 

we toppled over and she rolled to the top 

then i rolled to the top 

our inconstant and unreliable elderly shapes 

fumbled about in the bed as clothing was stripped off and thrown to 
the floor 

her rippoling chest 

craved against my hairy 

indefinite body 

and her rigid hands 

pulled into and made depressiongs into 

my fattened bulging sides 

the scrambled dance continued 

until both were nude 

i rubbed my head 

against her dry and callous hair 

and her pale face 

morphed into a pleasured grimace 


of stark red caked on lipstick 

her moles appearing as deep stains on a fresh canvas 
we made as if a velcro strap 

my wrinkles falling into hers 

her wrinkles filling mine 

that passioned time 

of which little came 

pulsed long into the night 

as we shook about the room's decorations 
in an act defiant of age 

rageful of the cruel fate becoming old is 

1 once again knew the feeling of ardor 

as our boney, flesh draped legs 

tangled about each others 

like marionettes tangled about each other 
kicked and rubbed 

i believe that age lost meaning 

as our plump bellies 

kneaded'gainst 

and our sticky lips 

pressed into and slid back and forth against one another. 


That black starless night 

filled with heat 

escaping from a second story window 
the cool dark air 

was fed by the moisture 
condensing from our love 

that love which 

bulging out into space 

filled the planets with an ecstacy, 
brimming over with bliss 

and swelling with rapture 


=25.) Johnny or a Tree 
You might look out of your window. 
And see a great oak. 
Or maybe you'll look out and see a larch. 
But this is a story about an apple tree. 


I knew a young man. Folks say he was born already at the age of six, 
seven feet tall and with hammer in his hand. By the age of six he could 
smash a rock. 


When there was trouble in the town, they'd call on ol' Johnny 
Appleseed to take care of it. Johnny could take care of anything, Whether it 
was rock too large, or a rock blocking a path, Johnny would smash it up 
with his hammer. 


One day when it was apple season. Johnny was out smashing a statue 
for the mayor. All of a sudden the gardener ran down the mountain. 


"Johnny come quick!" He yelled. And Johnny was so startled he 
nearly smashed the statue. 


Johnny ran after the gardener, faster than a rolling rock. 


The gardener lead Johnny way up to the peak of the mountain, where 
you could see the entire valley for miles and miles. 


The two men gazed down into the valley and saw a hideous sight. 

There was a spindly man with some sort of steam powered machine 
crushing all of the rocks in the valley. 

"Now the town will never be able to the apples to the children" he 
said. 


The two men cried out to the spindly man and ran down to where the 
machine was. 


"You can't smash our rocks here!" shouted the gardener. 

But the man dressed in black only laughed and twisted his mustache. 

Johnny raised his hammer high above his head, but the gardener 
stopped him from smashing up the machine. 


"Johnny, we must solve this rationally" he said. 


So Johnny and the gardener talked to the spindly man and decided 
that whoever could crush more rocks in a single night would have rights to 
the valley. 


Johnny and the gardener walked back up the mountain and Johnny 
said, "There's no way I can beat a machine like that! It looked like it was as 
hard as a rock! No man could crush that many rocks as it could!" 


"Johnny, " said the gardener "We need those rocks to live! You must 
think of a way!". So desperate were the gardener's words that Johnny 
decided that he would do everything he could to smash more rocks than that 
machine. 


Johnny sat down with his hammer and thought. He thought about all 
those poor children who would never eat an apple. He thought about his 
dead dog, and he thought about how ghosts sometimes talk to him. 


Johnny stood up and started yelling. He raised his hammer high above 
his head and smashed it into the largest rock he could find! Johnny was so 
mad, for the first time in his life he didn't think he could smash a stone. 


The gardener asked Johnny what he was going to do about it, and 
Johnny just got angrier. 


When the rest of the town arrived to see what was the matter, Johnny 
was so angry he was ripping up trees. 


When the mayor asked what was going on Johnny just got angrier and 
more powerful. 


Johnny's girlfriend tried to calm him down with words, but that made 
Johnny just start snapping twigs. 


Then Johnny hit a tree, with baby chipmunks living in it. That made 
Johnny SO mad that he started swinging the hammer high above his head 
and wailing it down on his toes. 


The townsfolk were so afraid that they ran down the mountain back 
into their homes. 


That night they say Johnny smashed and crushed rocks for 5 hours. 
One person was trying to spy on Johnny, but 1t made him so angry that he 
smashed five times faster than ever before. 


Johnny just kept thinking about things like huge boulders on or 
demon weapons, and those things made Johnny so angry and so powerful 
that his hammer started getting bigger and heavier. 


The hammer got so heavy, that Johnny could barely handle it, but that 
just made him angrier, and more smashy. Johnny crushed and whacked so 
hard that the sun started to rise. When Johnny saw this he started to get get 
even angrier and smashed so hard the sun went back down. 


Eventually Johnny feel instantly asleep and the sun rose. When he 
awoke, he took a look around at the valley and saw that all the rocks had 
been smashed. He then sat down and thought about all that he had did. 


That morning, the townsfold slowly gathered at the top of the 
mountain to see what had happened. There was the machine smoking in the 
valley, and the man dressed in black hopping around madly. 


"How could a man crush my machine?!" he shouted. 


Johnny, in his haze of just waking up tried to remember the events of 
the night before. All he could must was that he had indeed been smashing 


all night, and he remembered someone yelling stop and a big black thing 
falling apart but... 


He walked up to the spindly man and said: 


"I demand you leave this town forever!" he said. And the spindly man 
was so terrified that he packed up his machine and ran far over the horizon. 


People say that Johnny Appleseed smashed more rocks that night than 
all of the factories and the rock-crushing machines put together. Later, the 
town had a feast, and celebrated Johnny's victory. There were all kinds of 
things to eat and there was singing of songs. It was truly a night to 
remember. 


>.) C.A.M. 


I'm sure you're fairly familiar with the Cuban Missle Crisis. I don't 
believe anyone could forget that one. 


But so few have heard of the Dominican Buxom Crisis. 


I was but a young General at the time, in charge of charts and time- 
tables. My position was a respected one. One that could only be earned by 
much experience and valor in combat. It was my responsibility to assure the 
punctuality of our troops. Whether it was the timing of deployments or 
determining whether an attack would be more effective, say at exactly 
12:00 or 12:11, my time-sheets decided the fate of the troops. 


I remember furiously drafting time sheets in the heat of battle. Bullets 
would whiz by and explosions would happen, and it was difficult for me to 
focus on my charts, but my men were counting on me to finish those time 
sheets. If my men didn't know when to knock out an enemy tower, or when 
to radio for help, the outcome of the battle could be compromised. 

So I sat at the table constructed for me in the battlefield and typed up 
memos and organized my spreadsheets down to the second, and then made 
sure that my couriers could get the print-outs to the troops in time. 


I toured the countryside 3 times with my forces, who became like 
brothers and daughters to me. We were responsible for many of the 
Strategic Victories in the war. So fearsome were our tactics we become 
known as "Punctual Death" to our enemies. At the end of our 3rd tour, we 
were recognized by the President of the United States and I shook his hand 
on T.V. 


But nothing could have prepared me for the Dominican Buxom 
Crisis. 


I remember I was in my associates office digging through his 
paperwork trying to find the document that would prove my innocence 
when a call came through on my cell-phone. 


It was the president calling me to tell him that there was urgent 
matters at the white-house. The president ordered me to arrive in exactly 15 
minutes time, so I got on my motorcycle and tore through traffic. 


The president opened the door for me and after glancing furtively out 
through the door ushered me in. 


Inside of the whitehouse is huge. There are four staircases 
immediately as you walk in, as well as an ornately hand carved tile floor 
and an elaborately decorated, machine stitched carpet over that. There is a 
chandelier 70 feet in diameter, and the walls are covered in 20, sometimes 
30 foot tall portraits of the president. 


Once the president and I were in the oval office, he began to brief me 
on the current situation. 


Apparently the Chinese were beginning to arm the citizen's of 
Trinidad and Dominica with machine guns. If the Chinese could establish a 
strong military ally so close to the United States, the united States could 
easily be destroyed. 


The president was ready to send in a small force of American soldiers 
to eliminate this foreboding threat in the Atlantic, but I knew that with 
clever scheduling the conflict could be resolved without the fiery hand of 
the American military, or the thousands of senseless deaths 


I returned to the Octagon to finalize my strategy. For hours I sat and 
poured over past time-tables with nothing but a calculator and an alarm 
clock. 


When I finished I took the underground conveyer belt back to the 
whitehouse. In the oval office, I burst in to find the president de-briefing his 
wife on his desk. Abrubtly he aquitted the de-briefing to hear what I had to 
say. 


I presented to the president Operation Buxom. 


It was a brilliantly crafted marriage of strategy and clockwork. In it 
were graphs and charts all the height of timing and regularity. I showed the 
president the strategic map of the operation I had crafted: 


At the conference with the generals it was decided that Operation 
Buxom would be put into full effect. The president was not present as he 
had excused himself to the oval office on personal matters. 


The following days were a trying time for America, but Gladys 
Turner of the "Punctual Death" would never allow his country's freedoms to 
be jeopardized. 


28.) GOOD NEWS 


(reprinted from scientific cut-offs magazine) 


A recent scientific discovery has made the amazing, and until 
recently, expensive, process of eyebrow removal affordable to the public. 
The secret behind the breakthrough is known as T.U.R.D. (tissue underlay 
removal treatment). 


Thousands of T.U.R.D. patients are now living the happy eyebrow 
free life relatively unaffected by their surgery. 


When haven't you eaten a giant steak dinner thinking to yourself, 
"This steak is good, but wouldn't it be so much better without eyebrows?" 


Or perhaps you are one of the millions who has just struggled 
everyday with the thought that perhaps you aren't living life to the fullest 
because you still have those eyebrows. 


That's right, you are! There are hundreds of liscenced doctors and 
nurses trying to perform T.U.R.D. on you right now. Log on to 
www.eyebrowbreakthroughs.com to find out more about practicing 
surgeons in your area. 


"When I still had my eyebrows, I could push a button maybe 6, 7 
times per second, but thanks to T.U.R.D., I can now push a button maybe 6, 
6 times per second!" 


"Sure, I was skeptical too before I tried it, I mean, who wouldn't be. 
But it is something that can happen! I'm so worried about the consequences! 
Thanks T.U.R.D.!" 


"I was afraid I was going to have to sell my baby, the bills were 
pouring in over months, and the kids were getting poor. But now because 
I'm living eyebrow free, nothing has changed!!" 


So maybe you're thinking, T.U.R.D. is too good to be true? Well quit 
daydreaming and start dayscreaming because T.U.R.D. is here, T.U.R.D. is 


here to stay! 
Previously, only people as rich as the likes of George Billionaire, and 
Apple Computer could have such a dangerous and risky surgery performed, 


but now it is available to the public! 


Log on to your local doctor to ask if T.U.R.D. is right for you. Then 
type in your password. | in 12 wins free coke! 


Begin living the rest of your life eyebrow free with T.U.R.D.! 


a few messages: 


7:49pm August 30th 

title: <no subject> 

hey pooper, why don't you go step on a thorn or barb because i think that would be hilar. oh, 
lauren and bryan are coming down to my place this weekend and we're going to drink forty's and 
smoke so much, you should come but i bet you'd just poop alot 


3:52pm August 30th 

title: <no subject> 

hey broomhead, heard you had to see the doctor because of your stupid toe. last night i saw a 
kid with a toe like yours and said "HEY STUPID TOE!" then i took his smokes. so just becareful, 
because your smokes are jokes 


7:47pm August 30th 

title: <no subject> 

hey toilethead, 1 heard that you were crying last night because your girlfriend broke up with 
you, and all my friends were laughing hahaahahahahawhaha you're such a crybaby, wah wah wah! 
and i heard you wrote a poem about it which is totally gay, I wrote a poem about hearing it 

fe: 

8:36pm August 30th 

title: re:<no subject> 

what ever 1 broke up with her 


2:39pm September 9th 
title: re:<no subject> 
hey powder nose, 


i heard that you trying to ride a bike and show off for girls so you stood on the handlebars 
(stupid) and then took your shirt off. If i was there 1 would've broken your bones with bow-staffs. 
have a good day bonehead 

te 

2:43pm September 9th 

FINALLY, i always wanted a message that made me feel like shit. Thanks alot. 


BTW, AWSOME MESSAGE 
From one bonehead to another, have a nice day 


7:42pm October 6th 
title: please, read, urgent skill 
hey jerk-bone 


i heard that you were trying to eat a hot-dog during inspection and squirted catsup on the 
general!!! REALLY DUMB!!! I hope that all of your bones turn into nanberry gumgert 


12:59am October 31st 

title: too-day wham 

hey jackass, waht's w/ the nohair? too bad you were late getting back to your dorm or else i 
would've given you a real treat! i bet if you even had a fight with your roomate hei would cry all day! 
how's that for transitive inert possible. no way? 


1:02am October 3 Ist 

title: re: cracked rice 

hey nosebone, what's with all the hair? too late you're on top! aww snap, so, and i mean go 
figure, where's all the happs? 1 know that if you got in a fight with a baby you'd get beaten up and 
then goo all over, GREY GOO! so, you better guess, i'm gonna break your bones 

re 

3:34am October 31st 

your offbeat humor resounds in my heart like a pile of gyrating sardines in a technicolor 
garden 


Hit Add to: Blog, To Do, Calendar 
Roseofshannon9 to you- Mar 212006 More Details 


School is normal, today is 3-21-06 me & mom are sick. For 
spring breack, we are not going to be home until the the 
weekend after Easter. How is college? 


fig 2. illustrates several keynotes of the vaultshare framework. The y- 
axis represents vault share tokens given nor received (vs. berry vault IMHO), 


the x-axis shows the clear passage of time in the accelerated rate of vaulton 
interference. 


IDUDUDUAAAAAAAREDDUROOOAAARDDREUOOOORARAAREOEDUORAAAAADEEEEROOOAAARADEREOOOOOARARAEEEEOOAAARABEREREOD| 
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microsonic 


“boneBAD!!!” 
-Howard 


“Mrs. Shaft exposes a compelling read that should be given to all 
young female readers” 
-Nelson Ruffian 


“It’s already over? But I just ended?” 
-Lunatic Fridge 


“put down the knife-gin” 
-Luckas S. T. J. Bathwalters 


AVG vied sie SETI!!!” 
-Ebert Ebert 


“Should I just throw it away with the rest of the junk you left here?” 
-Dad 


“A true departure for famed author GKG, his striking choice to stray 
from size 200+ fonts ceases to amaze me” 
-New Herald’s Herald 


“Boyant” 
-Deep Sea Diver’s Quarterly 


“Some pages didn’t make the cut!” 


-Howard 
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